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When Buell came back he handed me a smudged and heavily
creased letter headed H.M.S. Apollo.
"Dear Balfour [the letter read]. The fastest whaleboat I have is in
shop No. 4. By all meatis take it, and may your efforts be crowned with success.
Bngham"
" Yes,55 I said, " that5s it."
I handed it to the foreman. " That ought to satisfy any of your
qualms."
I did my best to look unconcerned ; but I knew that if the foreman
should question this forgery, written by Buell under his very eyes,
there'd be nothing left to do but dispose of him as best we could, shove
. the boat down the ramp and run for it.
We were sixty-two hours rowing and sailing the five hundred miles
from Charleston to the mouth of the Chesapeake ; and when we raised
Old Point Comfort, we saw a sight far different from that we'd seen
six months before when we rounded it with Arnold and Simcoe and
the Queen's Rangers.
The whole point was surrounded by a bristling tence of masts ;
and the sandy shores and the dusty-looking meadows above them were
dotted with tents that wavered and quivered in the heat haze.
As we drew nearer to that fence of masts, we saw ship after ship
detach itself and sail away to the northward.
" Well," I told Buell, " it's better to waste a day or two and be
safe, then run the risk of falling into the hands of the navy.3'
I think it was a fortunate thing for us that we behaved as we did,
sheering out to sea again Irom Old Point Comfort until we stumbled,
as if by chance, into the course of one of those northward-moving
vessels.
I say I think it was fortunate ; for nobody who had any direct
contact with the army or navy in that part of the world at that time
escaped with a whole reputation. For years afterwards no man could
tell what he had done or why he had done it without being called
a liar, traitor or coward ; and the accusations that passed between
Clinton and Cornwallis filled seven books.
As the ship drew up on us, we ran out all our oars, and with these
and our saiLcontrived to keep abreast of her quarter-deck long enough
for me to speak it.
" Ahoy," I shouted. " I have dispatches for the commissary-general
of the army, Mr. Stedman. Is he aboard this ship ? **
" I wish to God he was," the captain shouted. " We could do with
some fresh beef."
" Where'll I find him ? "